rhe Tt^gtiit of 
And thefe fame thou^s people this little world. 
In humourslikc the people of this world : 
For no thought is contented : the better fort. 
As thou2;hts ofthings diuine are intermixt 
Witli fcniplcs^and do fet the word it fclfe 
A^ainft thy word,as tIius:Comc little ones^and then agaicLt 
It ts as hard to come as for a Cammcll 
To thrced the finall poftcrnc of a fmall needles eye : 
Thoughts tending to ambition they doe plot 
Vnhkely wonders ; how thefe vaine wcake naylea 
May tearc a paffa^c thorow the flinty ribs 
Of this hard world, my ragied prifon walks: 
And for they cannot die in their owne pride. 
Thoughts tcndingtcv content,flattcc themfelucs^ 
That ttiey are not the firft ofFortunes flaucs„ 
Nor Oiall not be the laftjike feely beggarsy 
Who fitting in theStockes,refuge their fliaxne^ 
Thatmany bauc.and others maft fit there* 
And in this thought they finde a kind of eafc,, 
Bearin^^ their owne misrortuncs on the backc 
Of fuch as haue before indurde the like- 
Thius play I in one Prifon many people, 
And none contented \ fomctimes am 1 a King,, 
Then treafons make me wi(h my felfc a Bcg§€Jfjb 
And fo I am : thcn.crufhing Pcnuric 
Perfwades mel wi^s better when a Kingj 
Then ami alCing againe,and by and by, 
Thinke that I am vnkingdeby ShUw^bro^f'^ 
And ftraitc am nothing. But what ere 1 be. 
Nor I, nor any ipan.that but man is, . 
With nothing fliaU be pleafde, till he be cafdc 
Withbeingnothmg-Mufickedolfaeare-,^ ^ /^//^ck^fi^;^ 
Ha,ha,keepe time*, how fowrc fweetc Muficke is 
WhenTime is brokc,andno proportion kept 
So is it in the mufickc of mens hues: 
And heere haue I the damtineffe of care 
To chcckc Time broke in difordercd ftnng : 
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But for the concord of my ftate and time, 
^ad not an eare to hcarcmy true Time broke: 
I wafted Timcjc-md now dothTmie vvaftcme : 
For now hath Time made his numbring clockcj 
My thouglits areininuts,and with fighcs they iarte, 
Their watches on vnto mine eyes the outward watcfi 
Whereto my Finger like a Dials poy nt, ^ 
Is poyntxng ftill/in cleanfing them from tcares, 
t^ow llr,thc found that tels what hom-e it is, 
Are clamorous groancs,which ftrikd vpon my heart. 
Which is the BcU : fo fighes,andTeares,and Groanes, 
Shew Minutes,Times,and Houres : but my Time 
Runnes pofting on in Sullw^brG^k^s proud ioy, 
While 1 ftand fooling heere his iackc of die Clocke : 
This Mufickcmaddesme,letitrotindno more, 
For though it haue holpe madd men to their wit% 
Iftme itfeemesit wiilmakcwifemenmadd i 
Yet blefsing on his heart that giues it me. 
For t'isafigneoflooe: audloye to^^c/7^r^» 
Is a ftrange Brooch in this al-hating worid. 
Snttra ^roome of the Stahk. 
€mme. Haile royall Prince. 
'^ch. Thankcs noble Peare: 
Thechcapeft: of vs is ten groats too dcarc. 
What art thou? and how comftaeft thou hither. 
Where noman ncirer comes but that fad Doggc, 
That briiiges me food to make misfortune hue? 

cjrodme. I w as a poore Groomc of thy ftableJCing, 
When thou wertKan^ : who trauelling towards Yorke^ 
With much adoe (at length) haue gotten leaue, 
To looke vpon my fometimes rovall maifters face: 
Oh how it ernd my hcatt, when I beheld 
In London ftreetes that Coronation day, 
Whcn Vfilbr^brifci^e rcde on Roane Barbarie, 
ThatHbrf€,that thou fo often haft beOndc, 
That Hor(c,that I fo carefully haue dreft . 

Rodche on Barbarie^teU me gentle friend, 
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